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BEAUTY 
BRIEFS 



ABSOLUTELY EVERY80PY WAS AT THE PARTY FOR 
PELLA CRANE -FOR PELLA RAP WON THE TRI- 
STATE BEAUTY CONTEST THAT AFTERNOON. YES, 
IT WAS A WONPERFUL PARTY- -FOR EVERYONE 
BUT 0ESS A1ALLON / 




f IT'S THIS AWFUL HAIR- IT LOOKS 
LIKE AN OLP USEP MOP.' PELLA 
I'VE BEEN TO HAIRPRESSERS — 
ANP USEP ALL KINPS OF THINGS 

L BUT IT'S NO USE 



AH, SO THAT'S IT.' NOW YOU "^ 
LISTEN TOME,0ESSMALLON.'NO 
HAIRPRESSERS OR MEPICINES ■* 
WILL HELP PULL,STPIN&y HAIR 
A BIT' THERE'S ONLY ONE THIN6 
TO PO- BRUSH IT, &RUSH IT, 8RUSH 
IT/ BRUSH IT A HUNPREP STROKES 
EVERY NIOHT-ANP I SAIP 
EVERY NISHT. 

' GEE,PELLA--IS 



BESS FOLLOWEP PELLA'S I 
INSTRUCTIONS -SHE EVEN I 
IMPROVED UPON THEM/ 



ONE HUNPREP-THERE-'WELLJFI 
CAN MAKE ONE HUNPREP STROKES 
WITH ONE HANP--I CAN DO 
ANOTHER HUNPREP WITH THE 
OTHER HANP 
ANP I WILL.' 
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ST iirL. 



Hotel Hopeful is really mrs. michaels boarding house for girls on a 
sipe street in one of our great cities. the girls who live there gome from every 
corner of our nation. seeking fame, fortune -love, perhaps. some finp what twey 
5eek-- while the hopes of others are shattered and they fall back into obscurity 

7rF& l°° T K 11" A NEW &IRL HAS JUSTXRRIVEP/ IT WON'T BE LONG BEFORE SHE, LIKE 
ALL THE OTHERS,LEARN TO CALL THIS HOUSE-HOTEL HOPEFUL/ 




CALL ME AUNT ttflCE, CHILP-THEY ALL DO/ SO YOU'RE 
A PANCER/WELL.I HOPE YOU PONT HAVE T0 60 
THROUGH WHAT CLEO PIP TO MAKE YOUR MARK ' 



YOU NEVER HEARD THE STORY OF CLEO MARTIN ? > 
WELL SIT POWN, PEAR, ANP I'LL TELL IT TO YOU. 
MAYBE IT WILL GIVE YOU THE STRENGTH TO . 
HANPLE YOUR OWN TROUBLES WHEN THEY 
COME ALONS-ANP THEY WILL, IN SHOW- 
BUSINESS/ 
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CLEO HAD A bQYFKiSHV.VOU Set -A YOUNO 
5IN6ER IN THE SHOW. BUT YOU KNOW HOW A 
YOUNG &IRL CAN BE/ SHE WAS SO FULL OF 
HER CAREER THAT SHE REALLY PIPN'T 
NOTICE HOW CRAZY ABOUT HER THE POOR 
FELLOW HAP BECOME/ ~ 

OH,N0--JIMMY'Sl 
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BUT I WAS WH0NS-CL60 pip seem 
TO BE INTERESTED IN BELL. I COULDN'T 
HELP SEEING IT-- THEIR NAMES WERE 
LINKEP IN THE NEWSPAPERS,ON THE 
RADIO- 




YOU CAN'T TRUST HIM 



Iff BUT HE ISN'T .' I 
KNOW BECAUSE-OH 
YOU JUST PON'T — 
UNPER5TANP/ PLEASE 
PONT TALK ABOUT 
JT ANYMORE/ j- 




BUXCLEO 


-,'T HE'S NOT FOR 


, PONT BE A SAB J 
) CLEO, HE'LL — ■"■ 
' MAKE A FOOL Of" 


tWl ASKED YOU NOT TO TALK ^Bfl 
ABOUT rr. WELL, IF I MUST MAKE ^M 
IT 5TRON«R-- I'U THANK KXJ -^H 
TO MIND YOUR OWN BU5W*SS/_^RJ 


* S^ 


IPS 


Pi 


Mm* 


S^c/C 
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WHO ARE YOU TWO ? YOU'LL 
HAVE TO LEAVE WHILE WE _, 
QUE5TI0K THIS &IRL 
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I SAY IT WOULP PROVE TO A JURY THAT MIX ) W 
>WS 6IVIN0 HER THE BRUSH, SO SHE BLEW / . 
HER TOP ANP SHOT HIM .'WHY PONT t— *— * 
YOU APMIT IT.MISS MARTIN? .,, -^ .. 


IT ISN'T LIKE THAT AT J 
ALL/ I KNOW WHY HE ^ 
WROTE THE NOTE, BUT- 












mm 













CLEO, PAR 
KNOW, TE 
WHAT HA 

M 


-INO,IF YOU PO ^ 
4. THEM ABOUT rT.' 1 
E ¥OU TO HIPEF J 

I-ICANT,JIMMY/1 
S> I JUST CAN'T/J 






I'M GIVING YOU ONE ^ 
i MORE CHANCE, MISS/ -W 
r IF YOU CONFESS NOW, ■ 
L IT WILL 60 A LOT J^M 
\ EASIER FOR YOU- J 


L^c^^L 


J^p" PON'T BEAN -^M 
7 IPIOT/ THIS CHILP V 
V. WOULDN'T SHOOT A 








\\ ^- hey. "^^ 
» (lieutenant/] 






LL 


'^f*£&' 1 



MESSASE FRO/A THE HOSPITAL, LIEUTENANT. 
THEY'RE OPERATING ON BELL NOW--BUT 
HE HAS ONE CHANCE IN A HUNPREP OF ^— ' 
PULLING THROUGH/ y , < ; — — Sj 





WELL, LET'S 60, MISS MARTIN' WE'LL TAKE YOU , 
POWN TO HEAPQUARTER5 AHP -j ■■ «g 




HOLP IT, LIEUTENANT- HOLP IT/ THE PA. 
JUST PHCNEP/ HE SAIP TO RUSH THIS 

PAME POWN TO THAT HOSPITAL., j 

BUT FAST/ 
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NO,PEAR--rM STILL ALIVE, ANP THE POCTOR . 
SAYS I PROBABLY--WILL STAY THAT WAY/ -< 
BUT I HANTEP TO SEE VOU-JUST IN CASE ' 1 




THAT'S RIOHT--- PLENTY *ORE/ LOOK ^ 
FOR ANOTHER HEART WARMIM6 TALE FROM 
HOTEL HOPEFUL" SOON/ 
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OH THE COURT/ 



I L-yJ ISN'T IT A U 
V$ |6CREAM?THE 
=V BOYS ARE •— 



SEE WHAT I MEAN? POOR FRAN NEVER EVEN HAP 

A PATE ANYMORE' WELL.ANYWAY--THIS MRTICUt-AR 

PAY I PECIPEP TO SEE IF I COULP LENP A HANP- 
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HONEY, I'VE TOLP VOU A THOUSAND TIMES-THE 
B0V6 ARE TOO PROUP TO LET VOU SEAT THEM AT 
EVERV GAME GOINO.ANP THE GIRLS ARE JEALOUS 
BECAUSE THEY CANT PLAY ANYTHIN6 RIGHT/ BUT 
NEVER MINP THAT/ LOOK AT THIS DREAM MAN 
COMING UP BEHIND ME/ HE '5 AN ARCHITECT- 
LIVES IN MY APARTMENT HOUSE -NAME IS 
JERRY LIGHT/ IF I INTROPUCE YOU TO 
HIM.WILL YOU TAKE MY A'PVICE AND LET 
HIM BEAT YOU AT TENNIS 
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WEUL.r WON THE FIRST ROUNP ALL 
R1&HT--BUT THAT WA5 JUST THE 
BEGINNING/ FRAN STILL HAP THAT 
STUBBORN HONESTY OF HER6, ANP 
BESIPE5 THAT, SHE WAS SO U5EP TO 
BEIN6 GOOP AT SPORTS THAT 5HE OFTEN 
FORGOT TO PLAV PUMB/ ANP WHAT A 

LIFE THOSE TWO LEPME" 
PHEWW.I TENNIS, SWIMMING, 
BOATING, WATER SKIING, 
GOLF-- FRAN PLAYEP THEM 
ALL, ANP 50 PIP JERRY. 
BUT I HAP TO KEEP AN 
EYE ON THAT GIRL EVERY 
5EC0NP. FOR INSTANCE, 
I. , ONE FINE PAY- i 



W^WMMAlJ TW HUNPREP YARPS- 
AN EASY PAR THREE/ NOW 
LET'S SEE- 



f HEY. HEY. NONE OF S 

[LI 
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WELL, I TH0U6HT WE'P MADE IT 
AT HRST--JERRY TOOK FRAN HOME 
THAT NI&HT ANP EVERYTHING 
SEEMED AS U5UAL--NEVER A WORP 
ABOUT FRAN'S ATHLETIC ABILITY. 
BUT JUST AS 1 PROPPEP INTO 
FRAN'S APARTMENT THE NEXT i — 
MORNING — £ 
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AND THE STARS 

FELLB0\NN 



ABUZZ on the front doorbell. 
"It's about time," Helen Hunt murmur- 
ed, as she rose to admit her caller. "I 
winder what his alibi is this time." 

But if she expected an alibi she was doomed 
to disappointment. A young man dressed for a 
night of revelry bounded into the apartment 
with a very cheery: 

"Good evening, my sweet." 

Helen eyed him with mock coldness. 

"You're late, Bobby." 

"So what?" was the happy reply. "I come on 
the wings of love." 

The girl was forced to smile in spite of herself. 

"Highball, Darling?" 

The tall, slender young gent, with his tuxedo 
loosely slung about his frame, and his mass of 
curly hair cutting freakish capers on his well- 
shaped head, slumped in front of the fireplace 
like a contented cat. He decorated his handsome 
features with a very foolish grin. 

"Need you ask?" he remarked. 

And had he been of the aforementioned feline 
Species he most certainly would have purred. 
Comfort such as this he never knew at home. 

"Double strength, my sweet," he added, as 
Helen walked into her very spacious kitchen. 
"This is a night to be drunk." 

He stretched his long legs to full length pn the 
floor. 

"Drunk with ten-year-old Scotch," he con- 
tinued. "And drunk with love, which knows no 
age." 

The golden-haired creature who answered to 
the name of Helen Hunt glided from the kitchen 
with A glass of refreshment in each lovely hand. 
The young man accepted his and raised the de- 
licious concoction to his anxious lips. 

"To a night of stars," he said. "And a moon 
that even shines through the ceiling." 

Helen sat beside him, dangerously close. The 
perfume she used was even more intoxicating 
than the glorious smoothness of fine old Scotch. 

"It's too perfect to end, isn't it, Bobhy?" she 
said. 

"There is no end to a night like this," Bobby 
replied. "There is only intermission." 

Helen rose to her feet and walked slowly to 
the huge French windows. They offered a dream- 
like view of the magical lights of lower Manhat- 
tan and the Jersey shore. 



"Wouldn't some lovely roof garden be a per- 
fect paradise tonight?" she murmured. 

"So would the Albany Night Boat," was Bob- 
by's laughing reply. 

But Helen was too absorbed in the star-stud- 
ded ceiling of sky to pay any attention to this 
remark. She allowed a weary little sigh to escape 
her lips. Then she became aware of Bobby's 
nearness as he pressed his lips to her soft hair. 

"Sweetheart," he whispered, "I don't like to 
spoil your dreams, but where shall we go to- 
night?" 

"Any nice place," Helen replied. "On top of 
the world, if possible." 

Bobby finished his highball and took Helen's 
empty glass from her hand. She turned and 
smiled at him. 

"Do you think I need another one?" she asked. 

"If you think you can take it," Bobby an- 
swered. 

As he started toward the kitchen Helen called 
him back. 

"Not now, Bobby," she said. "Let's wait a few 

Bobby winked at her. 

"I thought you were in a hurry to^get out?" 

"Isn't it a little early?" 

He looked at his watch. 

"Right you are," he said. "It's only a little 
after eight." 

He set the two glasses on a table and returned 
to where Helen was standing. 

"Look, honey," he said, as he put both hands 
on her shoulders. "If you think tonight is so 
grand, why not make it just about perfect by 
setting the date for our wedding. Then we could 
have a REAL celebration.'' 

Helen's lovely eyes sparkled with a smile. 

"I always wanted to be a June bride," she said. 
"And June is next month." 

Bobby looked at her in speechless astonish- 
ment. His mouth was wide open, but it took 
several seconds before any words came forth. 

"Wow!" he cried. "What a night this is going 
to be!" 

The next few seconds were spent in sweet em- 
brace. But when he released her he moved 
across the room with slow, methodical strides. 
A queer expression came into Helen's eyes for 
an instant. She followed him and rested one 
hand on his arm. 
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"Bobby," she asked, "how long have you been 
in love with me?" 

He crossed in front of her and walked to the 
fireplace. He rested an elbow on the mantel- 
piece. 

"All my life," he murmured, 

"But you've only known me two years." 

He turned his head slightly and passed one 
hand through his wavy hair. 

"I've loved you atl my life," he repeated. "Be- 
fore I ever met you I always dreamed that there 
was a girl just like you — somewhere in this 
world. I knew I'd meet her some day — and I 
knew I'd fall in love with her." 

Helen looked at him. She scarcely knew 
whether to smile or allow a tear to fall over 
her pretty cheeks. 

"That's a lovely way of saying it," she con- 
fessed. "I hope you didn't read it from a book." 

He grinned and tugged at the lobe of his right 
ear. 

"Books are not for me," he said. "Not love 
stories, at any rate. I'm an adventurer at heart. 
I want the blood and thunder of the Spanish 
Main. That's for me. You read the love stories, 
Helen. I'll make up my own." 



She sensed she had said the wrong thing. Her 
last thought was to injure this boy's delicate 
pride. And it was delicate. Of that she was 
convinced. 

"I'm sorry, Bobby," she apologized. "That 
was a very poor sample of a joke." 

He contrived to get an injured look on his 
face. A Ij^tle sympathy sometimes goes a long 
way. 

"No harm done," he said. 

He took her by the shoulders and looked di- 
rectly into her eyes. 

"Remember this," he continued: "I've always 
been very sincere in what I've said to you. May- 
be I say it a little different from the average fel- 
low — but I mean it. Every word of it. You'll 
never hear any fancy talk from me. It's just 
plain love talk." * 

She reassured him with one of her very special 
smiles. He tossed his head back in that devil- 
may-care attitude she so adored. Again his slen- 
der fingers went through the wavy hair. 

"Sometimes I wonder," he said, "if you don't 
think that I'm putting on an act. Believe me, 
Helen, I'm a very bad actor. The stage is not 
for me. And this parlor of yours is no stage." 

Helen shook her head. She was so certain she 
had wounded his feelings. And such tender feel- 
ings they were. Too bad her Bobby was not 
just a little more hard-boiled. 

"No — no," she said. "I wasn't making fun of 
you, Bobby. It's just that you're so different 
from anyone I have ever known. Sometimes X 
don't know just what to say." 



Again his fingers went through his hair. He 
tugged at the lobe of his ear. She felt like 
screaming. 

"For heaven's sake, stop it. There's nothing 
the matter with you." 

But no, that would never do. She patted his 
hand — this was her own private brand of femi- 
nine affection. 

"Shall we go out, Bobby?" she asked. "The 
night is young and there will be lots to do. We'll 
have a party in honor of June." 

"Who is she?" he asked absentmindedly. And 
then: "Oh, yes — sure — to June and orange blos- 
soms in the church." 

He raised his right hand to his brow in imita- 
tion of a military salute. 

"Duchess," he said, "the pleasure is yours. I'll 
put a bracelet of stars around your pretty wrist." 

She laughed heartily. 

"Half the pleasure is yours," she replied. "We 
share and share alike. Remember?" 

Again he passed in front of her and walked 
to the other side of the room, He paused in 
front of a mirror and clumsily attempted to ad- 
just his tie, which was in perfect order. Helen 
took a step backward. Her legs were wide 
apart. One clenched fist rested on each hip. 
Her pretty face ablaze with anger and scorn. 

"LISTEN, YOU BIG APE," SHE ROARED. 
"STOP HOGGIN' THE CAMERA." 

Her partner spun around. 

"Why, for two cents — I'd—" 

"Cut!" 



This bellowing command came from the gen- 
tleman in shirt sleeves. He stepped onto the 
brilliantly lighted set and slammed his battered 
hat onto the floor! 

"WHY DON'T YOU TWO HAMS BE- 
HAVE?" HE SHOUTED. 

And the stars fell down. The two sensitive 
creatures fainted. 

"PRINT IT." 

And the scene was completed. 

"Clear away that garbage!" roared the direc- 
tor. "We've got another scene to shoot on this 
set." 

Bobhy sat bolt upright. 

"Garbage?" he repeated. "Could he mean us?" 

"Speak for yourself, wise guy," growled Helen. 
"I have no time to worry about what he says, 
I've got a date at the beauty parlor." 

Bobby sneered at her. 

"Do tell, dearie?" he remarked. "When you 
get your face lifted this time, tell her to do a 
better job. The old one keeps sliding back." 

At least one of the stars fell down again. A 
very conveniently placed flower vase landed on 
Bobby's head. Helen Hunt dusted her hands 
and stalked off the set. 



THE END 
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they called 
memm woman) 




YES, THEY CALLED ME "THAT WOMAN •- BECAUSE I WAS A DIVORCEE AT TWENTY • 
ONE YEARS OLD/ PERHAPS YOU KNOW SOMEONE LIKE MYSELF. A YOUNG DIVORCEE IN 
A SMALL TOWN. IF YOU 00, 1 HOPE m STORY MAY HELP YOU TO UNDERSTAND HER 
POSITION. YOU 5EE.I WAS MARRIEP AT THE AGE OF NINETEEN. I SUPPOSE THAT WAS 
MY FIRST MISTAKE-I WAS TOO YOUNS TO KNOW 
ABOUT MEN LIKE MY FORMER HUSBAND, CAB. 
FISHER. CARL MADE MY LIFE A CONSTANT ROUND 
OF MISERY-HE WAS SELFISH.CRUEL.AND FINALLY 
OPENLY UNFAITHFUL/ BUT THERE'S NO USE GOING 1 
INTO ALL THAT. BESIDES, I NEVER KNEW HOW 
TRULY DESPICABLE THE MAN I MARRIED COULD 
BE UNTIL I BROUGHT DIVORCE PROCEEDINGS 
AGAINST HIM.' 



MY CASE AGAINST CARL WAS CLEAR CUT. MANY OF MY 
FRIENDS HAD SEEN THE WAY HE TREATED ME, AND HAD 
KNOWLEDGE OF HIS UNFAITHFULNESS. I NEVER EXPECTED 
CARL TO FIGHT THE D1V0RCE.BUT HE DIP-IN THE 
DIRTIEST WAV HE COULD FIND/ 




^ AND »y CLIENT FURTHER CHARGES HIS WIFE, 
DORIS FISHER. WITH RECEIVING THE ATTENTIONS OF < 
THREE DIFFERENT MEN ON THREE DIFFERENT OCCASIONS/ 
HE ALSO WISHES TO STATE THAT SHE FURTEP CONSTANTLY! 
WITH TOTAL STRANGERS, AND' 




I REALIZED THAT CARL WAS PURPOSELY 
SMEARINO MV REPUTATION OUT OF SHEER 

MEANNESS. - — BUT I WAS STUNNEP AND 
MORTIFIED/ AND THEN.RIGHT AT THAT MINUTE 

■I HEARD THE FIRST WHISPER 



HEY.JOE.'HOWJA LIKE TO'VE 
BEEN ONE OF THEM THREE 
MEN 5HE FOOLEP AROUND 
WITH? SHE'S SOME LOOKERj 
AIN'T SHE ? 
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WHAT M I 60IN6 TO DO ? I CANT SO ON LIKE "* 
THIS.BEIH6 INSULTEP ANP LAU6HEP AT EVESY MY Of 
MY UFE/ Ml ONLY TWENTY 0NE--IM YOUM/TNIS * 
JUST THE TIME I 5HOOLP BE THE HAPPIEST AND 

YET ITS JUST AS IF UFE WESE ALBEAPY . » 

OVEB/ 11 MI6HT A5 WELL SE MAP/ j 
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BUT LIFE WENT 0N.50MEH0W. FOR ANOTHER SIX MONTHS 
PEOPLE WHISPERED EVERY TIME I PASSED BY, BUT 1 
MANAGED TO ACT AS IF I DIDN'T NOTICE IT ANP THEN ONE 
NIGHT, MY BEST FRIENP. MARy KIRK. INSISTED THAT 1 COME 
TO A PARTY SHE ANP HER HUSBANP WERE 6IVING.I PIPNT 

WANT TO 60. BUT MARY WOULDN'T TAKE NO FOR AN | 

ANSWER-- i — J ^ 

THERE NOW, ISN'T THIS BETTER THAN *C1 
1 MOPING AROUND HOME ALL ALONE ? LOTS OF \ 
YOUR OLD FRIENPS ARE HERE, ANP THEY'LL BE SO>= 

, GLAP TO SEE YOU .' 




FOR AWHILE. I LET MYSELF HOPE THAT THIN6S 
WERE CHANGING AT LAST/ THESE WERE MY 
OWN FR1ENDS.ANP THEY WERE TREATING ME AS 
IF NOTHING HAP EVER HAPPENED/ 1 WONDERED 
IF I'D BEEN WRONG TO HIDE AWAY ALL THOSE 
MONTHS -ANP THEN FRANK KIRK.MARV5 OWN 
HUSBAND, BROKE THE 5PELL— . . 



PORIS.COME ON OUT ON THE /MY GOOPNESS 
TERRACE -I HAVE TO TALK ri FRANK- WHAT'S 
TO yOU/j — ZS1 Ck\J- THE MYSTERY! 



OH, I KNEW WHAT MARY'S GUESTS WERE THINKING- 
ANP SAYING/ "LOOK-THAT WOMAN IS CERTAINLY A 
FAST WORKER/" BUT 1 DIDN'T CARE. SOMETHING 
TOLD ME THAT AT LAST I'D FOUND A REAL FRIEND, 
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'that ought TO CLOSE TOUR PIRTY 
MOUTH FOR YOU/ 6ET HIM OUT OF 
■ HERE FELLOWS BEFORE I BREAK 
' HIM IN TWO/ DORIS. WAIT IN THE 

• CAR, please; 

YES. GEGkur:.' " 
BUT PLEA5E 
. HURRY 




PORIS. I MEANT TO WAIT A LITTLE LONGER- 
I PIPHT WANT TO RU5H YOU/ BUT WITH 
THIS SORT OF THING GOING ON.I-P0R1S. I 
I LOVE YOU WITH ALL MY HEART/ WILL 
^^_ you MARRy ME 7 



OH.6EORGE GEORGE, OF COURSE 1 » _ 
I VE BEEN WAITING FOR YOU TO ASK 
ME/ ANP TO THINK IT TOOK A FOOL 
LIKE THAT MAN AT THE BAR TO BRING 
ON YOUR PROPOSAL/ OH PARLING.I'M 
SO HAPPY I'M LAUGHING ANP CRyiNC 
AT THE SAME TIME/ 
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WE ANN0UHCEP OUR ENGAGEMENT THE NEXT PAY. ANP IN A 
MATTER OF HOURS IT WA6 ALL OVER TOWN, THE FEW SINCERE 
FRIENDS I HAP LEFT WERE ALMOST AS HAPPY AS I WAS, 
ALTHOUGH TO THE REST OF THE TOWN IT WAS JUST A BIGGER, 
JUICIER BIT OF GOSSIP. BUT I PIPN'T CARE/ 1 HAP GEORGE. 
ANP HE WAS WORTH ALL THE REST OF THE WORLP ANP THE 
MOON THROWN IK ' 



DORIS. 1M SO CLAD/ 
CONGRATULATIONS TO BOTH 
OF YOU FROM THE BOTTOM 
OF MY HEART ' 




IT WAS A HECTIC DAY, BUT A DELIRIOUSLY 
HAPPY ONE FOR ME 'GEORGE ANP I PLANNED 
TO BE MARRIED THE VERY NEXT PAY, AND WE 
WERE BUSY WITH DETAILS UNTIL LATE THAT 
EVENING 



AND SO I SKIPPED INTO MY LIVING ROOM LIKE A LITTLE 

GIRL ON A PICNIC SMACK INTO THE BEGINNING OF THE 

MOST TRAGIC HALF HOUR IN MY LIFE/ IF I'D ONLY KNOWN 
THEN WHAT WAS ABOUT TO HAPPEN. 1 COULP HAVE 
AVOIDED A HEART ACHE THAT W AS LIKE A LIVING DEATH 

CARL/ WHAT PO YOU ^ WHY. I STILL HAVE A 
MEAN BY COMING IN HERE? ) KEY.OF COURSE.' STILL 
HOW PIP YOU GET IN ? _— 1 AS STUPIP AS EVER, 
ARENT YOU F 




rIVHY YOU UNSPEAKABLE INSECT.' 
WILL YOU LEAVE NOW OR 
> SHALL I CALL TH E POLICE 

AS 1 WAS 5AYING.1 DON'T 
LIKE IT-ANP I'M GOING TO CALL 
IT OFF.' I'M GIVING YOU ABOUT 
TEN MINUTES TO CALL YOUR 
BOYFRIEND ANP TELL HIM 
YOU'VE CHAN6ED YOUR MINP 
IF YOU DON'T. YOU'LL REGRET IT 



I WAS A FOOL TO PO NOTHING. BUT I WAS DAZEP.' 
WHAT COULP CARL BE TALKING ABOUT? HOW 
COULP HE PREVENT MY MARRYING GEORGE? AS 
CARL TALKEP ON AND ON. MY MIND SPUN DIZZILY 
TRYING TO FIND THE ANSWER . 1 THOUGHT I 
HEARD A CAR POOR SLAM OUTSIDE. BUT I PAID 

NO ATTENTION TO IT- | V~ 

S — - AND NOW YOUR TEN J — 
I MINUTES ARE UP.' SORRY DARLING 

Vbut you askep for ths / j-. 
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-AND I TURNED TO SEE 3EOR6E STARIN6 AT US' 
WHAT A FOOL AND COWARO I *UST HAVE BEEN.' 
I WAS TOO MRALYZED BY THE 6U0PEN SEQUENCE 
Of EVENTS TO STRU66LE IN CARL'S 6RIP.' 
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WIW0 
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t DID A LOT OF THINKING ON THE TBAINTHAT BROUGHT ME 
BACK TO THE CITY. YOU SE£,I HAD BEEN FOOL ENOUGH TO 
FALL IN UDVE WITH A CECOK NAMED MICKEY CRANE WHEN 
I WAS ONLY EIGHTEEN, AND IT HAD BEEN A SCHEME OF HIS 
THAT PUT ME IN Pgi50N BUT MV WIND WAS MADE UP- 
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/vcu DON'T UNOEeSTAND! 

hi; DANGEBOUSl 

HE PKOBABL1 

HAS A GUM 



That case, we'll leave 
ile he's too sleepy to use it? 
i i see you home, miss? you 
)k pketty shaken up 6* all 
this) my name is ken parked,6y 
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UP! WAS PRETTY WONDERFUL AFTER THAT-- 
""" A WHILE. I KNEW 1 WAS IN LOVE WITH KEN 
BEFORE I'D KNOWN HIM A WEEK, AND A3 FOR 

- WELL TNE-ttE WAS NOTHING SHY ABOUT 

KEN* HE TOLD ME HOW HE FELT EVERY HOURO 



But much as i laughed at ken's impetuous courtship, i'O 
have given anything in the world if i had only been abl.e 
to say yes! but i couldn't do that until i'd told ken about 
my oast. i hopeo with all my heart that he'o understand"- 
and believe we, 1 tried to tell him! but somehow, i never fwjno 

the bight moment 

oarling there's^ talk?oh, no-not now, when i have 

NG 1 MUST TALK TC>/> — _, *_JsUCH ft PERFECT EXCUSE TO 

- ■ -.yOijT--- r— ' ^Srfa^HQLD you tight! let's 

^NOT SAY AWORQ HONEY 

JUST DANCE 1 . 




PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 




PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 




/"So YOU'RE MICKEY CRANt' r.KY UOn'T M>j LET THIS G...„ _. 

1EGOWN LIFE fOU BUI LY? YOU'VE C AUSED HER ENOUGH 

— TROUBLE ALREADY' 





I GOT A JOB FOR YA.R.IO-- AN 
IT WONT WAITf l KNOW A WAV 
TO IAAKE THAT NEW BOYFRIEND 
OF YOURS HANO OVER PLENTY 
Of HIS BANK'S DOUGH— AN' 
YOU'RE GONNA HELP! 




PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 




SECOND, MISS 
CARTER" PLEASE LISTEN ! I HAO TO 
GET THFM DOWN HEfiE WHEBE THERE 
ARE AT LEAST GUAROS WITH GUNS! 
IF-- IF YOURE WILLING TO TAKE A 
CHANCE, I'M GOING TO WARN KEN! 



G0O0 GiRl, JANE I 
UNOeHESTlMATEO 

TAKE THE 
CHANCE ALRlGHTI 



fjANE* JANE, 


WHERE 


HAVE YOU BEEN — 







KEH, IF WU LOVE ME, LISTEN 
BY THE DOOR-- THEY'RE HERE 
BANK! RIM THE ALARM, KEN- 
BEFORE THEY SUSPECT ^gj h 


THOSE MEn\ f)\~- 

TO ROBIHE / y 

QjlCK, // 1 

ANYTHIHGJ/X^^ 

\ Ft fl A m 
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PICTORIAL LOVE STORIES 



You again! so 

GOTTA KNOCK TOU OFF 
TOO 1 OKAY, WISE OUY THIS 
Tune IS FOB KEEPS 




WELL. HE KEPT TRVIN6 TO KISS 
ME THE FIRST NIGHT I PATEP HIM. 
ANP I WOULPN'T LET HIM. FINALLY j 
I PRETENPEP TO BE MAP ANP I ■ 
SAIP 'I'M TELLIM6 YOU FOR THE 
LAST TIME, I WONT KISS YOU/' 
ANP HE 5AIP "YOU SEE.I KNEW , 
VOU'P WEAKEN; 





8EF0RC 



Sagging muscles. 



bumps and bulges. Clothes 

awful. Nothing seemed to fit right. 

Couldn't wear any of the new styles. 



TRIM OffW 



Convince yourself! See the differ- 
ence with your own eyes. Try BELLY - 
FLATTENER at our expense. If you're 
not delighted with the immediate re- 
sults, return in 10 days for immediate 
refund. BELLY- FLATTEN ER sent by 
Return Mail. Don't wait another min- 
ute. Mail coupon TODAY! NOW! 



INTERLOCKING HANDS 
OF FIRM SUPPORT* 



pushed back in. Front 
level. Waist line evened out, tucked away. 
Pot belly picked up. Clothes fit swell. Also 
ideal under .slack.', n'.av .siiurts and swim 
trunks. Complete with detachable garters, 
changeable crotch piece. 



-"-»** satp mo MOHiy! 

ORDER THE BlUY - HATTeHlR ON aPPROVALI 




WARD GREEN CO., Depl. PL2 
113 West 57th St., New York 19, N. Y. 



P<cwm*l Lw 5n>^&^2y coc 3 /so 

IPC P. /&t,tf— . r<e _ 






\&C- F. &6 
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